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stranger might have supposed her to be without pity for
them; she seemed to be reading from a document. At the
end, after a stifled pause, she said: "He has what one of
the orderlies called 'the frozen sickness/ He meant by that
just dying—dying—worn out—not having the will to live—
wanting to get out of the pain. But here, Rupert says, he
will live." She repeated it as though she had been con-
tradicted: "He says—here he will live."
"Is it on Friday he comes?" her mother asked.
Julie counted the days, a smile moving over her face.
"Three days," she answered. "He will cross the frontier
on Wednesday and stay a day and two nights at the Lega-
tion. He is formally attached to the Legation and will be
granted leave from there."
"Then we must meet him. You, at any rate."
But Julie shook her head. "He says, No. He wants to
come here alone. He says he is not an easy travelling
companion."
"But not to meet him	" the Baroness began.
"Ah, leave him alone. Let it be as he chooses," her
husband interrupted. "Journeys are hard for sick men. We
must have nurses here."
"I will nurse him," Julie said.
"But if there are wounds to be dressed?"
"I think he is past that."
"Perhaps. . . . But there must be one nurse to relieve
you."
While this conversation proceeded, Lewis had been
silent, the counting of the days, the argument of one nurse
or two, ringing in his mind as the disputed detail of
common life rings always through the deepest silences.
Jacob announced dinner and they began to move out of
the drawing-room.
"It's as well I've finished Dirk's manuscripts," Lewis
said. "You won't want me here, sir."
After dinner, he went early to his bedroom, then to the
library, putting his papers together. Julie, carrying a candle
from which the grease had overflowed on to her hand,
came up the stair from the empty banqueting-halL

